public lecture and, squeezing himself into a distant corner, tries
very hard to follow the speaker. In the beginning he takes in only
Indistinct, detached words and sentences, but in the end, having
become accustomed to the acoustics of the hall and the speaker's
voice, he is able to make sense of the separate phrases. Many do
not give themselves the trouble to get beyond the first impression,
yet this is misleading to the extent that what seems like discon-
nectedness is nothing but the extraordinarily concise and rapid
thinking which skips so many connecting links. It is " telegram "
style, typical of an age of fast trains, motors, and bioscopes. As
an example of Altenberg's passionate straining after brevity we
may take his " Five-minute Scenes," which, be it added, last not
five, but at most two or three minutes. They fix one dramatic mo-
ment and leave the rest to the reader. For that one moment light
is thrown upon some dangerous situation in which the soul finds
itself, some arguable complication; then the curtain falls.

Even when Altenberg is emotional, it is in quite a new tone.
His emotion stands in relation to that of the earlier poet as the
noise of a steam roller or screw steamer to the blast of a trombone.
Moreover, he treats language as if no one had ever handled it be-
fore him. Many passages in his sketches might equally well figure
in an exhibition catalogue, a cookery book, or a fashion paper, and
at times he sinks to the level of a newspaper advertisement. But
no one had ever yet done such pointillist miniatures as, let us say,
his description of summer in town and in the country with which
the sketch: Newsky Roussotine-Truppe opened:

" A bit unhappy one feels on summer evenings in the capi-
tal. Like someone retired, superseded. For instance, I walk
down the Praterstrasse at night. It is as if I and the passers-by

had failed in the life-examination and----------, while the good

pupils enjoy their holiday as a reward. We may only dream:

" 0 sea-foam on the old wooden piles; O little lake in soli-
tudes ; O glades with the thin meadow bottom and brown marsh
ponds, where the bailiff tells you: * Look, this is where the stags
come to drink at night/ O elderbushes, with your black Capri-
corn beetles and little metallic mountain-beetles and lousy rose-
beetles and light-brown mountain-flies, hard by the brooks
which slip over big stones in such a hurry! And the elder feeds
whole insect worlds! O seventy-two Fahrenheit spring in the
open basin wherein lime blossoms swim; for the walk to the
baths is full of limes; and everything is full of lime blossoms!
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